The Hijloryef 

Prince Come hither Francis. F ranch My Lord; 

•Prince How long haft thou to ferue,Francis* 

Francis For footh fiue yecres, and as much as to 
Poir.es Francis, 

Francis Anonc,anonefir. 

Pmc«? Fine yecres, berlady alongleafe for the clinching 0 f 
pewter$Bur Francis, dareft thou be fo valiant, asto play the 
cowardwith thy indenture, and fhew it a fairepaireo£heele$ 
and runne from it. 

Francis O Lord fir, Hebe fwornc vpon all bookes inEn», 
land I could find in my heart, 

Poir.es Francis* Francis Anon fir. 

Prince How old art thoUjFranch? 

Francis Let me fee,about Michaelmas next I Ihal be 
Pomes Francis. 

Francis Anonclir, pray you ftaya little my Lord. 

Prince Nay but harkc you Francis, (o r thefugar thou gaueft 
mc t t’wasapeny worth, wait not? 

Francis O Lord, I would it bad beenetwo. 

Prince I wilgiue thee forit, athoufandpound, askemce 
when thou wilt, and thou fhalt haueir, 

ejoincs Francis. Francis Anone,anonc. 

Princes Anon zFrancisi No Francis , but to morrow Francis'. 
Or Francu, on thurfeday or indeede Francis, when thou wilt: 
But Francis. 

Francis My I ord; 

Prince Wilcthourobbthis Ieatherneierkin,criftallbuttonj 
not-patcd,agat ring, puke (locking, eaddicc garter, fraopthe 
tongue, Sparulh powch? 

F rands O Lord fir, who do you meane? 

Prince Why then your browne baftardis your onely 
drinke:for looke you Francis, y out white canuatfc doublet will 
fulley.ln Barbary fir.itcannotconxto fomuch. 

Francis What fir? Tomes Francis.- 

•Prince Away you rogue, doll thou not heare them call? 

Vie ere they both call him, the drawer Hands amazed , ttofknoKin^ 
rvbtch r? ay to cue. £nter\ intner. 

‘VW.VVhat.ftandfl thou ftil,& licarft fucb a callingdooke 

to 
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the "helttwithin.My Lord, old fir Iofin with halfc a dozen 

rnnre are at thedoorc,lhall I let them in? 

P rin. Let then alone a while, & then open the doore: Pomes. 

l frin!c sfrra^Fallhlffe^and the rede of the thceu« are at the 

°Voi As me r ry a r^ck e t es, m )' lad, but harke yce.whatcun- 
n ing match haueyou madejnch thisieft of the Drawer? come, 

Wh p^. th I C am now of all humors,that haue (hewed themfclues 
• humorSjlince the old daies of goodman Adam, to the pupil 1 
age ofthis prefent twelueaclockc at midnight, What s a clock 
Francis? 

Francis Anon, anon fir. 

p tin. That euer thisfellow fhould haue fewer words then a 
Parrat & y ct the fonne of a woman , Hisinduftry lsvpftaires 
and downe ftaires,l)is eloquence theparcell of a reckoning.* 
am not yet of Percies mind,the Plod pur of the North , he that 
kils me (omehxeor feuen dozen of Scotsat abreAkfaft,wa(hes 
his handes,& fayes to his wife, Fie vpon this quiet life, I want 
worke.O my fweet Harry, fayes fheihow many haft thou kild 
to day? Giue my Roane borfe a drench (faies hejand aiifwers, 
fome fourtecne,an houre after :atriHe,a trifle. Ipretheecallin 
Falftalffe, lie play Percy, and that damndc Brawne fhall play 
Dame Mortimer his wife. Riuof aies the drunkard: cal in Ribs, 
call in Tallow. 

Safer Falftalffe. 


Points Welcomelacke, where haft thou bcene? 

Fal. A plague ofal cowards I fay, and a vengeance toojnar* 
ryand Amen : giue me a cup of fack boy .Ere Head this life 
long, lie fowcncathcrftockes,and mend them, and foote them 
too. A plague of all cowards, Giuemcacupotlacke,'rogue,.is 
there no vertue extant? hedrinketh. 

Pm. Didft thou neuer fee Titan kifTea dilh ol butter, piti- 
full harted Titan that melted at theTwecte talc of the funne-if 
ihou didft, then behold that compound. 
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